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Wandering 
October 1989 


| had arrived one day in advance of the concert in the city. | had been to Boston once before when we did the 
other tour but | did not see much of it. | recalled that | spent most of that tour indoors or inside the bus 
getting high and getting drunk. These days | was drinking a bit less but my drug habits hadn't diminished. Still | 
could hide being high much better than being drunk, so it was convenient most times and it did not prevent me 


from going out. 


The rest of the band was scheduled to show up tomorrow midday. | was trying to arrive before them in the 
big cities we visited when possible. | know Axl found it weird when | started doing that but having some time 
away from the band was a privilege. It was always hard for me to live 24/1 with everyone so if | had one day 
by myself here and there, that was helping to keep my balance. My wife was supposed to be here with me for 
a couple of days but she changed her mind at the last minute. We had an argument, about me and my fucked 
up ways, again. So she stayed behind at home. That sucked but nothing | wasn't used to. 


It was a sunny but cold October afternoon | decided to go for a walk around the center of the town. | had 
started to be pretty good at being incognito wherever | was going. Sometimes | would still be recognized but 


most of the time, | was escaping fans. It was getting dark as | walked out of the hotel. That was another layer 
of camouflage that suited me. Visiting a city at night was enjoyable. You saw it differently than during the day. 
| roamed around LA. for long enough to know you only see certain things at night. Somehow, | liked the dark 
side of towns. | felt like | belonged there much better than in broad daylight. 


After strolling around for almost two hours, walking away from my hotel, | had to admit | wasn't sure which 
way | had to go to walk back. | could hop on a cab anytime and give them the address of my hotel to drive me 
back, that was not an issue. However, | liked to wander and | liked the feeling of getting lost in a city | didn't 
know. Only problem was that | started to feel really cold. 


| spotted a coffee place across the street. | could stop by and get a coffee to go. That would keep me and my 
hands warm for a while. Then | saw a music store two blocks down from the coffee shop. Somehow, that 
looked like a more attractive option to me. | could walk in to get warm and try a few guitars. | would pick up a 
few packs of strings too. | would usually do that, to try new things. By now, we were fully taken care of in 
term of equipment during the tour. | didn't need to buy anything but | liked to. | had struggled so much before 
we got where we were that being able to walk into a store and buy something myself without really thinking 
about the price was pure luxury to me, even if that was a ten-dollar pack of strings. The downside of this 
idea was that it was unlikely that nobody would recognize me in there but usually other musicians or guitar 
players were less obnoxious fans. Also, | saw it was 830 pm and we were a weekday. Probably not the most 
crowded time to visit the store so | walked down a little further on the street, passed the coffee shop and 
pushed the door of the music shop. The opening hours on the door window stated it closed at 100 pm during 
weekdays. 


It was empty at first sight, nobody behind the counter that was right next to the entrance door. The shop 
was not very big. The entry was narrow and the wall opposite to the counter and at the back were covered 
with instruments. Mainly guitars and basses. It seemed like the store was wider towards the back where | saw 
they had also a few drum kits and keyboards standing there. | walked in further and heard there was someone 
playing on an acoustic at the very end of the store, maybe the only customer for the night. | coughed lightly 
as | approached the person playing. He or she had her back at me. The person turned around to see who just 
walked in. It was a she and she had a white T-shirt with the store name on it, so she was not a customer. | 
should have guessed from the ponytail it was a girl but you never really know. She looked at me and within a 


few seconds, | knew she saw who | was. | was just hoping this would not be a big mistake on my end. 
"Hi", she said, putting the Ovation back on its stand. "Can | help you with anything?" 


She tried to look cool and collected but | wasn't fooled. | didn't want to freak her out though, and | was glad she 


did not go all fan-drooling over me, so | played along. 
"I'd like a few packs of guitar strings", | answered. 
She nodded and stood up, walked past me, and continued towards the front. 


"They're at the front." 


| followed her back towards the entrance area She was slim and tall, platinum blond hair tied up in a messy 
ponytail. | wondered if she was a natural blonde. She had very fair skin her eyebrows were light blond too, so 
probably. She was wearing skinny dark denims with rips and holes and bright orange sneakers. | enjoyed the 
view as she was walking in front of me. | checked out her legs and her ass which was unfortunately half 
covered by her long T-shirt. | didn't pay attention when she stopped next to the counter and almost bumped 
into her. There was a set of shelves with various brands of strings, for various instruments. 


"This is our assortment. Anything specific you're usually playing with?" 


"| like to try new stuff. Let me see what you have that | never tried", | moved in closer to her and the 
shelves and started to browse through the selection casually. 


| could feel her gaze on me and | turned around to see her face. 

"You know | know who you are, right?", she said with a coy smile. 

| looked at her leaning against the counter. She was blushing but she was still looking at me in the eyes. 

"I thought you might", | replied with a smirk. 

| picked up a couple of different packs of Martin strings for my acoustic. | had maybe tried them in the past 
but they were definitely not what | was playing with normally so that would be a change anyway. | put the 
packs on the counter. 

"Can | try something?", | asked while pointing at the guitars on the wall. 


"Sure. Pick whatever you'd like. You can go sit in the back where you found me." 


| looked up and down at what they had on display and picked a Telecaster, for a change. No point in trying any 
more Les Paul. 


| won't be long", | said. "I saw you close at 4 o'clock" 

"Don't worry about that. | can stay longer, no rush. | live upstairs.” 

"Living upstairs from a music store? That would have been my dream when | was a kid your age", | told her. 
"l'm not a kid. l'm 20." 

‘Sorry, didn't mean to offend you." 


‘lm not offended. I'm just clarifying.” 


She was funny and she didn't look upset indeed. | walked down to the back of the store and plugged the guitar. | 
heard the phone ring while | was playing. She picked up and had a brief conversation. A little later, | sensed she 
was standing behind me. 

"You're looking for a new guitar?", she asked. 

‘Not really, no.. Sorry to say but I'm of these guys that walk in the store and just try them." 

She laughed. 


"Why don't you join me?", | proposed. "I heard you play when | came in. You start. Ill follow along.’ 


She seemed to hesitate for a moment. Then she picked one of the Strat that was hanging behind her. She 
started to play a few bluesy riffs. She could play well. Although | could sense she was nervous, what she 
played was good. We played together for half an hour or so, quietly jamming till the phone rang. She stopped 
right away. 


"Sorry, | have to take it", she apologized and walked to the front counter to take the call 

| heard her say no a few times. She sounded annoyed and then she said to whoever she was talking that this 
would have to wait till tomorrow. She hung up the phone. | checked my watch. It was 920. | felt like | had 
overstayed my welcome in the store, so | put the guitar down and met her at the front. She was still at the 
counter writing something on a piece of paper and sticking it to a board behind her. 

"| guess | should go anyway, you're officially closed since 20 minutes", | said. "How much for the strings?" 


"22 dollars." 


| gave her 30 and told her to keep the change. | put the packs of strings into my coat pocket and | was about 
to leave. Then | remembered that | wasn’t sure which way to go. So asked her for directions. 


"Can you let me know which direction | should walk back. I'm staying at one of the hotels on the big square, 


Copley." 


"Copley? You've walked from there? You have 30 to 40 minutes to walk back. It's a bit intricate, because the 


streets are not NY grid style. But anyway, it's pouring now. You're sure you wanna walk?" 
Oh shit. | hadn't seen that. 
"Nah... lIl get a cab then" 


"Right, but you won't find a cab in this street. You probably need to walk 3 blocks down from here to the 


right, to be closer to the waterfront area, there will be cabs over there. It's more touristy and there are 


restaurants and all that." 
Great, 3 blocks under the rain. 
The girl in the store must have seen a hint of desperation on my face. 


"If you want, | can drop you at your hotel. My car's parked at the back of the store. You won't get soaked and 
its not that far for me to drive." 


| looked at her suspiciously. 
"Why would you do that? You said you live upstairs from here." 


"Yes, but if you walk in that weather you'll get pretty wet and you might catch a cold and it won't be nice for 
playing tomorrow, right? Plus you gave me like a 8 dollar tip and it was nice to jam with you for a while. 


That's my way to say thank you.” 


As unexpected as it was that she was friendly like that to me, | didn't mind. Frankly speaking, | was starting to 
feel my dreaded craving for a fix. | had lost a bit track of time this evening. Also | recalled how cold | felt 
before coming in here and walking another 30 minutes in the pouring rain and cold weather, best case scenario 
if | wouldn't get lost, wasn't tempting. And there's this other worldwide-known truth. You never find a cab 
when you need one and it rains. So | took up her offer and waited a few minutes for her to shut down all the 
lights in the store and pull down the iron shutter on the front window. She took her denim jacket from under 
the counter and | followed her to the back of the shop outside. There was a small courtyard with gravel and a 


car parked. I5 minutes later, we were in front of my hotel. 


Talking 


"Here we are", she said triumphantly. "And there was no traffic almost. Everyone is watching the big game 


tonight" 
"What game?", | asked clueless. 

"Baseball. The Sox are playing. 

"You like baseball?" 

'Not at all’, she answered, "but everybody else does here. You?" 

"Im not into team sports’ 

"But you do sports?" 

"Not much lately. Sometimes | skate and that kind of things. Motorcycle is cool too 
"| hope you have a rice concert tomorrow’, she said 


| didn't know why but | didn't feel like letting her drive back home and leave me here. | was alone for the 


evening and | was strangely feeling social for once. Pretty odd since | wasn't even drunk 


"You wanna come in for a drink? I'm sure we can find something you like at the bar. My way to thank you for 


the ride" 
She nodded and stepped out of the car. 

"My name's Harley, by the way.” 

"Nice to meet you, Harley. 

"Wait", she said "I need to go find parking, | can't leave my car here with the valet. It's too pricey” 

"Don't worry about that", | said and | told the bellman to charge the valet parking ticket of her car to my 
room bill. She thanked me, apparently impressed by my gallantry. She was way too nice a girl to end up drinking 
with me tonight | would try to behave 

There were two bars in the hotel and they were crammed with screaming people because the baseball game 


was being shown on big screens in both of them. | certainly didn't feel like mingling with the local baseball fans. 
Also, | needed to get up to my room to shoot up. 


"Looks like it's not happening here for a drink’, | apologized. "I need to go upstairs but after if we go next door 
outside, there must be a pub or a bar nearby.’ 


She looked disappointed but just shrugged it off. 


"Don't worry, it's ok. Ill go back home. It was nice of you to propose. Anyway, if we go to a bar they'll ID me 
and | won't be able to drink, so forget it" 


What? Oh, yes. She was 20, she said. | was sure not all barmen were so diligent, certainly not in LA. in the 


many places | had been hanging around since | had left Indiana. 


"That sucks. Listen, | could of course propose you come upstairs with me, | won't ID you if you have a whisky 


or something else, but maybe that wouldn't be a very wise idea" 

She smiled but didn't reply anything. 

| won't try anything, you know..", | felt obliged to add. 

Sure, she was safe on that front because in IO minutes, I'd be way too high to be of any harm to her but no 
reason to give her too many details. It was bad enough | invited her to drink in my room and she's not of legal 
age for that. Surely Axl would like that and so would my wife. My sense of discernment was in full swing that 


evening. And yet against all odds, she gestured towards the elevators. 


"That isn't a very wise idea, true, but that sounds like more fun than me being back in that small studio above 


the store watching tv and drinking beer by myself" 

She was wise beyond her years. 

We took the elevator to my floor and | let her in. It had been quite a while since | had brought back an 
unknown girl in my hotel room. Good old days.. Only problem was that | was starting to feel a bit shaky from 
dope craving. | need to fix myself in private but didn't want to sound too rude. 

"Make yourself at home", | said. "Bar's over there and drinks are on the house. Enjoy.” 

She looked at me puzzled 

"Where are you going?" 


"| need to use the bathroom. Don't wait for me." 


| closed the door and let out a long sigh. At least | knew | had all my stuff in here to prepare my fix. l'd be 
much more relaxed after that. | was looking forward to lay on the bed and listen to her talk. That would lull 


my boredom away. | didn't know why | felt so melancholic. | didn't worry about that for long though, that was 


nothing that smack and a few glasses of Jack wouldn't be able to take care of. 

A little while later, | emerged from the bathroom. | wasn't sure how long | stayed in but | tried to put myself 
together. | didn't shoot up too much, just enough to be relaxed and not weird. Well, weird was a fairly relative 
concept anyway. Harley was sitting on the couch with a glass of water or a really big serving of vodka. 


"What you drinking?", | asked her. 


She let me smell. Right, it was a third of the vodka bottle in her glass. | fell on the other end of the couch and 
put my feet up on the coffee table. 


"What do you want?" 

| wasn't sure what she was asking me and it was probably not a good idea to imagine. 

"Il fix you a drink’, she said to me. 

"You're nice but you don't have to. I'm a simple guy. Just give me the bottle." 

She laughed. "Which one?" 

"Jack" 

She handed it over to me still laughing but then she looked at me a bit closer and her expression changed. 
"Are you alright?", she asked me. 

"Sure, why?" 

"Don't know. You look different than earlier." 

She sat back on the couch and continued to look at me with inquisitive eyes. 

| guess my attempt at being subtle when high didn't do the trick. Did she see the difference now? | wasn't 
sure if she had picked on the first faint signs of cravings on my end earlier on. For sure, Axl hated it when he 
noticed but he was used to have me around. Anyway, | didn't like it to be obvious, so | would go to quite some 
lengths to stay away from Axl when | started to feel dope sick or when | had just shot up. It was different 
with my wife. She didn't like it either but she had married a junkie so she knew what she was in for. Still the 
topic was a highly explosive one between her and me, like yesterday when we ended up arguing. This girl there 
was not aware of my fucked up world of addictions and needs but she had seen something changing in me over 


a few minutes and she was wondering what that was. | had no clue why but | just told her plainly what was 


going on. 


"I just shot up in the bathroom. I'm fucking high right now. That's it. Thats what you see." 

Fuck. | couldn't believe | just said that to her, looking her straight in the eyes. She didn't flinch or look 
disgusted. She actually looked very calm about the whole thing. Maybe she had done drugs too. | didn't know 
her after all. 

"That explains", she said. "What do you take? As drug?" 


That was not the type of conversation | wanted to have but | was the idiot who started this and | was still so 


mellow from the shot that | hear myself answering her very naturally. 

"Smack." 

Her eyes widened with incomprehension 

"Heroine", | translated. 

"What does it feel like?", she asked. 

"Highly philosophical question..", | told her. "Its hard to describe. Ever taken any drug?", | asked her back. 

She said no with her head. As | thought. So how did it feel? 

"Depends what you take, what you mix it with, your frame of mind at that time... Right now, for me, just on 
smack, it feels like I'm melting into this couch. I'm sinking into hot quicksand, molten lava and liquid gold that 
slowly moves under me. | don't need to do a thing, | feel the heat waves rolling up and down my back and my 
neck, like a fucking awesome massage. | know nothing is happening, I'm not hallucinating, but the way my brain 


registers the sensation and associates it with ideas and images is powerful." 


| paused and looked at her. Her head was resting on her hand, she was studying me as | talked to her but her 
eyes were not judgmental. She was trying to imagine how what | just said could feel. | interrupted her thinking. 


"| don't think about how it feels normally. | never wonder about that. It just feels great. | just take it in Pure 


bliss and pleasure." 

She was still looking at me. 

"Like sex?", she ventured. 

Shit. | would have preferred to avoid that subject too. | know she was not teasing me. She was genuinely 


curious. But she was turning me on at the same time. It was weird because | couldn't have any physical 


response to the turn on right now. My body was completely limp and she could have been the hottest chick 


and greatest fuck on earth, that wouldn't work. Yet, my mind was aroused by this girl asking me to describe 
what | experienced as the greatest pleasure there was and to compare it to sex, which was just right up 


there too, but different. She looked hot right now with all her candor and cool attitude. 


| started to blush, or maybe it was just the dope heat waves that was rolling over my face now. | sipped some 


Jack and put the bottle down on the floor next to me before replying to her. 


"Like really fucking great sex then. But sex is a climax build up. You get closer and closer and then you get off. 
Here, its like getting off right away, and it lasts and then it starts to fade but it still feels pretty good, like 


post-orgasm goodness." 


| reflected about what | had just said. I'd make a great advocate for drug use. Shame | couldn't put the same 
lyrical inspiration to convince myself to stop. | was such a fucked up nutcase. | should have just shut up. | 


needed to shut up. She should talk now. Less dangerous. 


"Tell me about you", | said. "How did you learn to play guitar? Is it because you live above the store or you 
moved there to be able to work at the store and play?" 


‘Its both. The store belongs to my parents, they work there. My mom is a music teacher part-time also, 
that's how | started playing music. | used to help my dad at the store during week-ends and holidays. Now that 


I'm no longer in college, | work there full time. That will stop in February, when | take up my dream internship." 
"What dream is that?" 


"lll be spending IB months between Nashville and Memphis at Gibson's factories. I'll be learning the guitar- 
making process and everything they do. | just learnt | got selected for the program last July, so | dropped out 
of college, which | wasn't that interested into anyway, and now | am working till | move to Tennessee in 


February." 
That sounded like a nice future. 
"Pretty nice. You'll have better weather than here", | said glancing at the window hit by the continued rain 


"Yeah, and I'll be surrounded by guitars.. and | won't run across my stupid ex-boyfriend every so often’, she 


added, 
Stupid ex? Something interesting to elaborate on. What would she find stupid in a guy? 

"What did he do to be your ex and qualify as stupid?" 

"He wasn't pleased when | got selected for the internship because it means I'm moving away and he doesn't 


want to move. He thought | would stay right here next to him for the rest of my life, | guess. He was always 
very supportive of my music learning and everything but you know what he said? He said he did not think 


they would select me for the internship, that's why he was so supportive, to comfort me when | would fail! So 


of course, when they did select me and that | told him | was looking forward to move there, he was mad." 
"He sounds like an asshole, sorry to say." 


"Yes, | know now. Better late than never. We were together for two years. Then he also went all ballistic when | 
got a tattoo to celebrate. He said | was turning into an obnoxious wanna-be guitar groupie. That's when | told 


him we were done, in August." 
"Did you get a big Les Paul guitar tattooed on your biceps?", | joked. 
"No. Something else, somewhere else", she chuckled as she sipped on her vodka. 


| didn't picture Harley here sitting on the couch with me as the tattoo kind of girl. So | was curious to know 
what she got tattooed which made her asshole boyfriend freak out. There are two types of girls with tattoos 
in my extensive experience. Those with full sleeves, large pieces on their back and most times also everywhere 
else and those with the little butterfly or heart, or for the more daring ones, the tramp stamp. Either style 


never did it for me. | mean, I've fucked girls with whatever tattoos but | never found it particularly attractive 
| stared at Harley with a smirk. | didnt want to sound like a dick but | had to ask 

"So what did you get and where?" 

"Hts on my back, the lower part, its.. Ill show you" 

Must have been the vodka taking 


She sat on the edge of the couch on my left and slightly turned her back to me. She rolled up her T-shirt and 
tucked the right side under the bottom of her bra so it stayed up. My eyes traveled down the uncovered 
area of skin she was exposing. | didn't even look at the design | saw because | noticed she was opening her belt 
and jeans and just pushed down a little the hem of her pants on the right side to let me see the tattoo in full 
It was not small but it wasn't huge, like 4' by 4 or something like that. The lighting was soft in the room and | 
hadn't switched on the ceiling lamps. | turned on the lamp table that was right next to me. | sat up a bit and 
focused my eyes, adjusting them to the brighter light coming from my side. That was when | saw the design 
It was fucking beautiful. It was on her lower back but very much on the right, halfway on her back, halfway 
on her side, a little bit on her right hip. It was a fox, not realistic like a picture, very stylized, with geometric 
patterns and orangey fire colors. It was weird because it had several tails. | swore | could see the fox's black 
eyes glowing as | stared at her skin art. | was unable to prevent my right hand to move up and trace the 
contour of the design with the tips of my fingers. | wasn't aware that | was touching her till she shuddered. 


That was when | realized what | was doing. | was brushing over her skin. Fuck. | shouldn't have done that. 


‘lm sorry, Harley... | wasn't thinking. It's just that its a very nice design. It looks great." 


| hoped my apologies were accepted and she wasn't gonna think | was trying to get in her pants now. She looked 


at me confused but smiling. 

‘No worries. | was just surprised to feel your touch but.. It's ok, | guess." 

No, it was actually not ok but | didn't say anything. 

‘It's a nine-tail fox. Its a legendary creature in Japanese mythology. It's called Kitsune." 
"Whoever did it did a great job", | complimented her. 

"Glad you like it. My boyfriend did not, but then, we established he's stupid, so.." 

"So nothing to do with music, the tattoo, | mean" 


She stood up to readjust her jeans and pushed down her T-shirt. The pretty animal disappeared from my sight 


unfortunately. 

"IFs also to illustrate one of my favorite songs. Johnny the Fox, Thin Lizzy", she continued. 

| knew the song. Unusual choice for a 20-year old girl to name this as her favorite song, | reckoned. 
"Its the grooviest rock song | know. | love to dance to it", she added. 

| was sure she looked good dancing to it. 


When she sat back next to me, she folded her legs under her and turned around towards my side of the 


couch. 
"| see you have a ring. You're married?" 


"Yes, since a year. My wife should have been here with me today. We were supposed to have a mini week-end 


together before the gig.” 
"What happened?", she was definitely the curious type, just like when she asked me about drugs. 
"We had an argument back home, she let me fly by myself." 


"That's why you're sad? | see sadness in your eyes. You wish she was here with you, right? Instead of me 
sitting on this couch." 


"It's not the same. | didn't invite you here for that. | don't cheat on my wife." 


That was true. That was not always easy and believe me, if | hadn't been smacked out right now, after she 
showed me that sexy inked bit of flesh, | wasn't sure we would have still just been sitting on this couch talking. 


"I understand but still, | mean, you like company for the evening.’ 
"Looks like that, right? | don't really like company usually.” 
"What do you usually do if you're by yourself in a hotel room on tour?", she asked. 


"Not much. | stay by myself. | will watch ty, I'll read something, I'll get high and admire the ceiling. Nothing 


exciting." 


"Come on, then. Let's go watch some television That might cheer you up", she said and she walked to the bed 
taking her glass and the vodka bottle. 


Kissing 
| followed her with my own bottle and hopped on the other side of the bed after turning on the television 


We watched and laughed at the most ridiculous programs for an hour at least. | didn't remember having had 
fun like that watching television back home. While switching channels, | caught the credits and music at the end 
of a Twilight Zone episode on TV. They announced there would be another one following after the ads. 


‘Ive always liked that show", | said to Harley. "Wanna watch the next one?" 
‘Sure’, she answered. "Although | find the tv show music creepy as hell." 


We were watching the start of the following episode, sitting on the bed with our backs against the headboard, 
comfortably tucked into the many pillows that were decorating the bed. 


| took my cigarettes and looked for my lighter. | had left it on the bedside table on Harley's side so | sat up on 
my knees and leaned over on her side to pick it up. As | moved away to go back on my side of the bea, | 
caught her gaze locked on me crawling away from her after | grabbed my zippo. | could have gotten up and 
walked around the bed to pick it up or just asked her to pass it to me. But no, | was not feeling like moving or 
talking and probably unconsciously, | enjoyed to do that to be close to her. She didn't seem to mind the 
proximity. | could see it in her eyes. Actually | didn't know if | saw in them what she wanted or | was just 
imagining she wanted the same thing that | did. | just knew that | should not have thought about that. | should 
just get back to my side and sit, and watch the show on tv. Yet, very much like my sense of discernment 
earlier on, my willpower was not on duty tonight, so despite telling myself that this was the stupidest thing | 
could do today, after inviting her in my room, | gave in to what | tried not to think about and leaned over a 
little closer to kiss her. She acted surprised. Well, girl, you were looking for it too, weren't you? She tilted her 
head on one side and let me kiss her then she kissed back. | liked the way it felt. Even numbed by the smack, | 
felt warmth and pleasure flowing through my body. | flicked my tongue over her lower lip and got back on her 
mouth full on. Wow. She tasted good, like chocolate. Oh shit, the last thing | needed was to have my craving for 


sweets awoken by her mouth tasting of chocolate. 

"Fuck, Harley.. You taste almost like chocolate." 

It might be my lip balm, its cocoa butter", she said pouting. 

| didn't know that was available. | needed to get my wife to put that on her mouth. Second thought, that was 
not a good idea. She was already pretty badly on my case with the smack. If now | asked her to put on 
something that will turn on my heroine-induced cravings, | would never hear the end of it and she would try 


to kill me. 


You would think at that moment | came back to my senses. | was kissing a girl | knew | shouldn't have. | was 


thinking of my wife. That would make me stop, right? Fuck me. No. All my brain registered at that moment 


was that | had just kissed this girl and she tasted like heaven. My wife was mad at me anyway already. It was 
just kissing, it was not cheating. This was a summary of what happened in my fucked up junkie brain who 
couldn't resist his cravings, whether for food or for body Touch. 


"| fucking love that taste. | want more..", | whispered to her. 


And as | said that, | took exactly what | wanted. This time | felt her mouth opening for me eagerly. | let my 
Tongue explore her sweet mouth. She reciprocated and her soft tongue slid into mine. | let my fingers run 
through her white blond hair. | undid her ponytail so | could slide my hands through her hair all the way. It 
was like snow falling over her shoulders and in-between my fingers. | fell on my back on the bed and took her 
with me. Her hair fell over my face as she rolled above me. | pushed it away with one hand and let my other 
hand slide down her back, all the way to her waist and the hem of her T-shirt. | pushed it up a bit and 
uncovered the small of her back. While we were still kissing, | remembered her tattoo, down there on the right. 
| couldn't see it but | knew it was over there and | was touching it right now, caressing it, caressing her. She 


moaned in my mouth as my left hand continued to caress her and pet her pretty fox. 


Unfortunately, the make-out session abruptly ended a moment later when she pulled away from me, panting. 
She looked gorgeous like that, with messy hair and swollen lips from my licking and biting her chocolate- 


flavored mouth. She smiled at me but she sat up and got away from me. 


"Its not right. | mean.. It's great but.. You're married. We shouldn't do that", she shook her head as she said it 


and moved away against the headboard again. 

Ouch. Right into my fucking heart. Her words stung. | knew she was right. That was why it hurt but also 
because this felt so goddamn good. It was a torture to stop now. | covered my face with my hands for a few 
seconds, trying to wash away her image and her taste. Pointless but | knew we had to stop. Right now. 


"Harley, | did not mean to.. Well, actually, | did exactly what | meant, but." 


"It's ok, it's me", she interrupted me. "When you leaned over and | saw you so close, | felt it too. | wanted it 


too. But | don't want to mess up your life.” 


Shit, she had no idea how messed up my fucking life was and it was not her fault, so we might as well have 


enjoyed this. 
"lim going to leave. If | stay, we're going to do something we both regret tomorrow. Well, you at least 
Thanks for reminding me about that: 

| sat up on the edge of the bed and watched her put her jacket on and take her car keys and her purse. She 
was leaving me here like that. She was doing the right thing, obviously. | felt stupid. | was such a weak fucking 


loser. | wasn't even able to stop myself. | needed a 20-year old girl to remind me that | was married and it 


wasn't worth it. 


"But it was a nice evening anyway", she said to me as she opened the door to walk out. "Maybe one day our 


paths will cross again, you never know. You're a cool guy, Izzy." 


Great. She thought | was cool. Well, not so much, no. Right then, | was not cool. | was smacked out but turned 
on and you wouldn't believe it but | was hard. My fault, of course. | did not shoot up enough and it was a few 
hours ago, not to mention that | was the one starting to mess around with her. What could | do? | wanted to 
scream out my frustrations but didn't want to hear my miserable self so | buried my face in one of the 


pillows and let out a big muffled sound. As expected, it didn't do anything to make me feel better. 


| gulped down a generous amount of Jack and waited a few minutes. Then | reached out on the side of the bed 
and picked up the phone to dial home. | hoped Annica would pick up. | checked my watch and it was only around 
4.00 pm over there. | let it ring many times. She didn't pick up. She was home because she did not put the 
answering machine. She probably guessed it was me and she didn't want to pick up. Shit. | hated it but she was 
right to be mad at me after what | had just done even if she didn't know about it. She was already mad at me 
before anyway. | was such a jerk. | deserved this. | was going to finish the bottle of Jack now, that was for 
sure. That was the only thing that would keep me warm tonight. 


Visiting 
July 194 


It was in-between two legs of the Use Your Illusions tour. Slash and | were invited to this VIP promo event in 
Nashville. It was cool because we could go and visit the Gibson factory and of course pass by the custom shop 
at the end of the visit. They said there'd be a surprise waiting for us there. Slash was excited about it for 


weeks in advance, like a very annoying OCD kid before Christmas morning. 


| was sitting at home one evening, two week before going there, and after Slash had called me again to ask 
something regarding the visit, | suddenly remembered the girl | met in Boston. She had said she was going to 
go work there for IB months. When was that again? It was cold, it was winter. Last year? The year before? 
That was within IB months in either case, maybe. Perhaps she was still there. 


| called our manager, Doug, and asked him if he could find out if this girl still worked there. | gave him her 
name, Harley. | didn't know her last name but | guessed it didn't matter. There must not have been many 20- 
year old platinum blond girl from Boston called Harley on an internship training program at the Gibson factory. | 
hoped he could trace her back with that much info. By now, the poor guy was used to Axl's most extravagant 
requests so my query, even if a bit out of the blue, must have sounded pretty tamed and harmless. He just 
checked with me first whether he also needed to involve the lawyers, just in case. | knew what he was thinking 
about. Last time one of us asked him to track a girl, it was because of this crazy woman from Oregon who 
claimed that Slash had gotten her pregnant and wanted to sue him. | dismissed his concerns without giving him 


details. 


A few days later, Doug called back and told me he called the factory PR contact person that would be hosting 
us and she confirmed there was an employee on training program named Harley. Her last name was Nicks, and 
she fitted the description for the rest. He asked me if he needed to do anything else about it and | said no but 
thanks. As soon as | hung up the phone, | started to wonder. Why did | even ask him to investigate if she was 
still there? Yeah, well, | knew why. | mean, for having really not done anything with her, apart from giving 
myself blue balls, in retrospect it had been an unexpected evening with a pretty nice girl. | was high as shit 
most times at that period, especially by myself while traveling on tour, but | remembered that stop in Boston 
fairly well. Visiting the music store, the girl driving me to the hotel and coming over to my room. | 
remembered she was curious about dope and she showed me her tattoo. | remembered we watched television 
and of course our brief kissing session, with her bringing me back to reality before doing a stupid thing. She 
would have been way too good for me anyway, even if | had been single back then. Then again, | would have 


probably fucked her if she had let me. She was attractive. 


So, all things considered, seeing her again would therefore probably not be a good idea But | was at a different 
point in my life. | had been sober for a few months. | wouldn't be alone, Slash would be with me, so it was not 
the same. | wondered what she was doing there at her job. So after sleeping on it, | called back Doug the day 
after and | asked him if he could arrange for us to meet with her while we'd be there. 


Three weeks later, late July, Slash and | arrived in Tennessee early afternoon. It was hot as hell. | could foresee 
| would spend a lot of time in air-conditioned car, hotel and whatever indoors. Slash loved it though and he 
wanted to go visit Graceland and see all the Elvis memorabilia possible in Memphis. Fact is that Memphis is 
around three-hour drive from Nashville and | didn't feel like doing that and back in one afternoon. He 
complained about how fucking boring | was now that | didn’t indulge into anything anymore, | sent him to hell 
and told him to do as he pleased and leave me alone but since he didn't want to go by himself we ended up 


spending the afternoon and the evening watching horror movies in his hotel room while eating pizza. 


The day after, we had a car picking us up at 10.30 am to take us to the factory for a private visit. It took a 
couple of hours and it was pretty cool. Slash was like a kid in a candy store. He was almost as bouncy as 
Stevie on coke in the good old days. | enjoyed the visit as well but we're obviously polar opposites when it 
comes to public display of emotions so my enjoyment was less noticeable to the untrained eye. After the visit, 
the local PR lady of the factory took us to lunch where | had the pleasure to witness Slash's whole array of 
flirting skills aimed at her. It was like watching a long episode of Pepé le Pew when the skunk tries to nail the 
female cat. Hilarious and pathetic in equal measures. | had to give him credit for the fact he would never give 
up. She was quite flattered for the attention but a tad overwhelmed. In the end things were kept fairly PG- 
rated, to my surprise, and Slash was not even too drunk after lunch. He knew we had the custom shop visit in 


the afternoon, which was the surprise part. 


Back at the custom shop, both Slash and | got a special edition Les Paul from them. They were great 
instruments, they spoiled us. We also got to meet with one of the artists and designers working there on 
special orders and limited editions. So all in all it was a blast for Slash and |. | could not help but recall when we 
struggled and | had to deal and even with that we were still skipping on food to be able to pay the rent and 
save to buy better instruments or strings or other gear stuff. Now we were loaded with money and that was 


when people would give us free stuff. Stupid world, right? 


Once we were done with the visit at the custom shop, there was still something that | was very much looking 


forward to and it was meeting again with Harley. 


| wasn't sure where we were supposed to meet her but as | was browsing through the shop attached to the 
custom workshop area, | saw my platinum blond friend showing up. She was wearing a tightly fit Gibson 
branded polo shirt and skinny black jeans. | wasn't sure if that was her work uniform but it did look good on 
her. 

She walked up to me and Slash to say hello. Slash was still trying hard with the PR lady, attempting to get her 
phone number and a date for tonight. As long as he was busy with her, | had time to greet Harley and say a 
few words. She looked the same as when | had met her in Boston a year and a half ago. 


"Hey, there! Nice to see a familiar face", | said greeting her. 


"Hi! | couldn't believe it when my supervisor called me two weeks ago to say that you guys were coming here 
and that you asked about me. He was a bit jealous, | think", she laughed. 


"I hope | won't get you in trouble with that", | apologized. 


"No, but he asked for you and Slash to sign one of his Guns albums. | have it here." 

"| guess we can do that." 

| nudged Slash to get his attention and introduce him to Harley. | was sure the PR lady must have secretly 
thanked me to save her from him as she vanished almost immediately when he turned his back to her to 
check what was up with me. Then he saw Harley. 

"Slash, this is Harley. She works here at the factory. 

| saw a big grin on Slash's face. Of course. The PR woman was good looking but obviously not interested and 
married and whatever else good excuse she gave him to fend off his advances. This one was much younger 
and | could see Slash thinking she might be an easier prey. Dream on, man. On my dead body. 

"You know the local staff, Izz?", he asked still holding her hand in his. 

"| just know this one" | corrected him. 

"So what are you guys doing here? Getting some sun and making the music tour of Nashville?" 


"We were here for a special event. We got free guitars!", Slash was still excited about that. 


"We're leaving tomorrow afternoon’, | said. "But since we're in town tonight, do you wanna grab dinner with us 


and then go for drinks?" 

"I'd love tol", she said "And now | can drink in public places, I'm legal." 

Oh, right. | had forgotten about that. Slash looked at me not getting the joke. 

"ll tell you later", | said. "You know any good place for food and live music?", | asked her. 

"Sure, I'll find something nice for tonight." 

| got a piece of paper and gave her our hotel name and address and told her to come with a cab at 8.00 pm. 
The minute | was done arranging the plan for our evening, | saw Slash putting his arm around her shoulders 
and taking her to see his custom guitar, hoping to mark some points before tonight. This was going to be fun | 
hoped he wouldn't get too drunk because then he could get quite annoying with girls and now | was sober, | had 


much less patience with that kind of stuff. 


Harley stayed for an hour with us, then she had to return to work. On the way back from the factory, Slash 


had a few questions for me. 


"She's a hottie. Where did you meet her?" 
"In Boston, 2 years ago, one of those gigs when | was there one day in advance by myself" 
"Huh... Ok. And?" 

"And nothing’, | said lighting up a cigarette and looking at the landscape through the limo window. 
Slash laughed at me. 


"Sure, Izzy. You met a girl and nothing happened. | saw how she looked at you and how you tried not to look at 
her. Gimme details." 


"| met her at a music store. We hung out, we got a bit drunk that evening, she told me at the time she was 
about to come work here so when | knew we were coming here, | asked Doug if he could check if she was stil 
here. That's it" 

"You fucked her? Does Annica know?" 

"| didn't fuck her", | told him rolling my eyes at him. 

"But you wanted to. And that's why you wanted to see her again now" 

"Inn married, Slash." 

"Yes, sure. Like that has always prevented people from sleeping with other people.” 

"That's not the point. | like her, she's cool. Nothing will happen" 

Slash didn't believe me but | didn't care. Then he shrugged and took his own pack of cigarettes. 

"She's all for me then Even better", he concluded. 


"Forget that, ok? She's a good kid" 


"A kid?", he looked at me like | had just insulted him. "She's a 2l-year old sweet piece of ass who can play 
guitar. She's all | need to finish a perfect day." 


| gave up after that last remark | didn't need to tell him about the make-out session, that would have just 
derailed the whole thing into more questions and comments and with his big mouth, you'd never know what he 


could have said when drunk and while | was around with Annica. No need to risk all this for nothing. 


Because it was nothing. Ok, | was attracted to her maybe. She was pretty and back then we were a bit drunk 
and | was feeling lonely that night. | could have found many other excuses for what happened or not with her 
but | stopped searching. | was married then and | still was. Things were actually much better with my wife now 
compared to two years ago. It started to get better when | got sober. Go figure.. Life was not perfect yet and 
it was still hard for me to get used to normal life, meaning without dope and alcohol, but at the same time, it 
made things easier with Annica. We simply had to adjust to my new lifestyle together. | knew Annica was happy 
about the change and it meant something to me to manage to make her happy. Still, | was a guy and | had to 
admit that Harley was a pretty piece of ass, quoting Slash. So | could look but no need to touch anymore. | 
couldn't fucking go there again, | promised myself. Tonight was just a friendly dinner and | had Slash to keep 
things from being awkward between her and me. Actually, he'd probably be hitting on her the whole evening so 
she'd be entertained but I'd also be there to prevent him from going overboard, so we would all be busy with 


each other and there would be no moment to question what would be right or wrong. 


Craving 


Author's Notes: 
Warning: don't read if you're trying to cut down on eating chocolate 


Chapter 5 - Craving 


A few hours later, Slash and | were waiting in the lobby of the hotel. We couldn't avoid an autograph session 
with a few lucky guests or passers-by who happened to hear we were in town but it was kept civilized. Also | 
was in a good mood because of the evening ahead. And talking about that, | looked up at the hotel main 
entrance a few minutes after 800 pm and saw Harley coming in | told Slash to cut it short with the fans and 
that we had to go. 


"You've been doing a lot of PR meeting with your fans, it seems", she said looking at the bunch of people still 
gathered in the lobby and watching us leave. 


"Part of the job. So where are you taking us?", | asked as she led us to the taxi. 

"A club a bit outside of the city, with great burgers and live music. They have a blues band playing tonight 
and | asked the club owner to get us a quiet table somewhere at the back so you guys won't get too 
disturbed hopefully.” 

We climbed into the taxi, the three of us at the back Slash got in first, | let Harley follow him and then | 
hopped in. She gave the driver the address of the club. The driver gave us a look in the rearview mirror and 
turned around to look at us. 

"Are you the guys from Guns n Roses?" 


| looked at Slash and Harley. Out of nowhere Slash took matters in hands before | could even open my mouth. 


"Nah, man, we're just lookalikes, for a contest. There's this big Elvis lookalike competition in Memphis next 


week-end and there is a side category for other artists‘ lookalikes. We're here to win!" 

Did he just say that? | almost choked myself trying not to burst out laughing. Harley didn't dare to look at 
either of us to avoid the same laughter outburst and Slash was perfectly in control of the situation with a 
quiet smile. The driver gave us another long look before starting the car and giving us a last comment: 


"Definitely, you guys should win. You really look like them." 


| knew Slash was drunk already, nothing unusual for him, but he could handle it so well. | still had no fucking 


clue where he got that lookalike competition idea but it seemed to have worked with the driver who didn't 
focus on us anymore and turned on the radio. 


Slash already had his arm around Harley's shoulders. We were a bit packed at the back like this, not that | 
minded being close to her, but Slash wasn't leaving her a lot of room on purpose, legs wide open Classy Slash 


posture. She might have read my mind because she tried to apologize for the situation 
"Maybe | should have asked to sit in the front, leaving you more room at the back" 


"No problem, Harley’, Slash replied with a big grin behind his hair. "Perfect like this, the girl's always the one 
tightly squeezed in the middle, right, Jeff?" 


What did Slash just call me??? Why the fuck is he calling me by my real first name? Harley blushed at Slash's 
remark but at the same time looked at me quite confused at why Slash would have called me this way. | also 
must have made such a face that Slash felt obliged to silently and discreetly explain to me why he did that. He 
moved his head in the direction of the driver and then back at us making little nods on one side then the 
other. Sure, he was really into not giving away who we were to the driver. He must have been pretty high on 
something already to be in that imaginative frame of mind. Ok, so he was coked up too, all in good measures to 


balance the smack and alcohol. 

Back to our situation on the backseat of the cab, besides calling me Jeff, which | hated, Slash got me confused 
with Steven, which would have been his usual threesome buddy. | was not into team sport, as | had said 
earlier. | could do very well on my own. On a few wilder nights, Axl and | have fucked girls at the same time 
but it was Axl, so it was ok | decided to ignore his comment and flipped him off. 

Once at the club, we were cozily installed at a table towards the back, away from the main crowd. Slash had 
left his signature top hat at the hotel, so we were almost incognito. When the waitress came to take our first 
order, Slash asked for a bottle of Jack, Harley took a beer and | took a coke. Harley looked at me with a 
quizzing gaze but didn't say anything. Slash outted me. 

"That fucker is sober now", he commented with a sad puppy face. 

Harley seemed surprised. 

"No more alcohol?", she asked to make sure she had understood right 

"No, and no more drugs either", | clarified. 

“Thank fucking God I'm still here to show this girl what a real rock n roll star is made of", Slash added. 

After an hour of chitchat and drinks where we shared with Harley some anecdotes about the tour so far and 


she told us about what she was doing at Gibson and what she was thinking of doing when her internship would 


be over, we got our dinner order and ate our burgers. Harley did not eat much of her meal but she ordered 


dessert, chocolate mousse. 


Slash never had sweet cravings, despite his smack habit. Maybe he didn't have a sweet tooth but | had and 
smack just made it worse throughout those years. By now, | was well past withdrawal symptoms, otherwise, | 
wouldn't have traveled by myself with Slash knowing that he would have consumed everything | used to. | had 
no more sweet cravings physically, but part of me still loved sweet things, chocolate in particular. Maybe it 
was my physical and mental way to compensate now. Unfortunately, Annica had banned chocolate from the 
house, deciding it would be better for me to get this last reminder of my smack habit out of sight and grasp 
to prevent temptation and relapse. | also believed that she secretly feared | would put on too much weight if | 
indulged in that instead of dope. She was probably right but | felt it was a bit harsh. So | compensated with 
more sex, which of course she was fine with. | wasn't going to complain either but truthfully, some evenings, | 
would have rather sat on the couch and eaten a piece of chocolate pie or one of those hot lava cakes with the 
melted hot chocolate stuff inside rather than eating her out. She would kill me if she only knew.. So | shut up 
about that and just went with it. 


All this to say that seeing Harley starting to eat the chocolate dessert in front of me was disturbingly enough 
a major turn on for me. She had no idea of course about my fixation and she was just eating her dessert 
casually but the combination of thinking about how her mouth tasted and the flavor and texture of the 
whipped chocolate preparation gave me a boner in no time. When she proposed to share, Slash declined and 
ordered another bottle of Jack but | gladly accepted, trying not to sound needy and hopeless. The first 
mouthful of chocolate sweetness hit me like an electric shock. It was not the immediate high of dope but it 
was smooth and sweet and so fucking good to feel it go down in my throat. | was fully aware that | should not 
get caught with a raptured face after eating a spoonful of dessert and | managed to hide it fairly well. | took 
another two stabs at the dessert and then stopped, feeling a growing discomfort in my pants. 


Slash and Harley where talking and | wasn't paying attention, still enjoying the taste in my mouth, till | saw 
Slash standing up and holding out his hand to Harley. 


"You gotta give me that dance, Gibson girl", | heard him say. 


She looked at me. | wasn't sure | had heard him right. | saw her get up and follow him. | listened for an instant 


and heard the intro of Angie by the Stones. 


| have to confess | was not really sure what to expect when Slash stood up to dance with Harley. | had seen 
Slash do many things with a girl, even things | wish | had never seen, but dancing was not one of them and 
given that he was already three quarters through the bottle of Jack, on top of whatever he had ingested 
through his mouth, nose and intravenously in the afternoon when we came back from the factory, this could 


prove interesting. 


| watched them walk away towards the center of the club, where there was a small open area with a few 
people dancing during the break of the blues band that was playing that evening. There was no way he wouldn't 
get recognized now but we would see what would happen with that. | would certainly not come to his rescue if 


he got fan trapped over there. For now, though, things seemed fine on that side. He put one hand around 


Harley's waist and took her hand in the other. 


| watched them with curiosity for a while. | had no idea what Slash was saying to her but she was giggling. | 
started to feel weird about that. Would she fall for Slash? Really? He could be nice and charming for a while 
but he would usually inevitably end up being a bit too persistent for normal girls, meaning girls who were not 
ready to jump in bed or drop their panties at the blink of an eye just because we were in a band. | hoped she 
was just polite and nice but she had no other ideas. She must have known better. At the same time, why 
should it bother me if she ended up with him? It's not like | had any say in that. | was not supposed to think 
about her that way but yeah, | was, and the chocolate dessert interlude of a moment ago did not help in any 
way on that front. | couldn't have her and the last thing | wanted was to hear from Slash tomorrow on the 4 
hour plane trip back to LA. about what he did with her and how many times and what she sounded like and 
whatever else he would gladly share. Shit, | knew what her mouth tasted like and how she felt in my arms. | 


did not want him to try all that and more. 


Now she was on that small dance floor in his arms and | couldn't see if he was talking in her ear or kissing her 
neck because of all his hair in the way. He was holding her close, unnecessarily close, and | noticed his hand 
sliding down from her waist to her ass. Of course he had to grope her butt. | was hoping she wouldn't let him 
but she didn't seem to mind or do anything about it. Fuck, could he have not been drinking a bit more and be 
stumbling on her and stepping on her feet and cutting this short? | knew he was coked up, from how cheerful 
and enthusiastic he was since we had left the hotel, and along with that, | knew he must have been horny as 
fuck from hitting on the PR lady who did not give him any chance and now from dancing with my beautiful 
Gibson girl. 


Now all | wanted was to leave this place, get Harley on a cab by herself to be driven back home and take 
another cab with my horny lead guitarist to ensure he was not following her. | would also have liked to have 
Annica here with me to bang her brains out when back at the hotel but she wasn't thrilled at the idea of 


traveling with Slash and me talking about guitars for 3 days so she had declined upfront when | asked her to 
come, before | had remembered about Harley. That would be a long night. 


After the dance, back at our table, Slash was enthralled with her. 


| have an idea Forget that potential job here in a few months. You come to LA. and you become my personal 


guitar tech roadie. We start the tour again in three weeks.” 

"Sure, that would be great", she said. "I'm not sure my boyfriend would approve." 

She had a boyfriend now? Not surprising. A girl like her would not be single long. Good for her, | guessed. 
‘lm not the jealous type", Slash told her. 


"He might be", she replied to him with a wink that was directed at me, although Slash thought she was flirting 
back with him. 


‘Once you'll have tried me, you won't need another guy, trust me, honey’, Slash concluded while elegantly 


readjusting his junk through his leather pants. 

| was sure she was impressed. 

After a few more rounds of drinks and another hour of live music at the club, the taxi dropped us back at 
the hotel around IOO pm. Slash was pretty wasted by then but managed to find the elevator by himself, not 
without inviting Harley to follow. She said she had to go home and | was beaming inside. 

We had rooms on different floors and | knew | would have to go later to check on him and make sure he ended 
up in his room because | was not convinced he would manage to slide the key card into the door slot. But for 
now, he could crawl his way up the staircase for Il floors, | couldn't have cared less. | was still downstairs at 
the reception chatting with Harley and enjoying the moment alone with her. 


"It feels a bit like déjà vu", she said "You and me in a hotel lobby." 


"Yes, just that this time you're old enough to drink and | don't do that anymore", | reminded her. "Pretty 
fucking ironic, right?" 


"Yes, but its good too. I'm glad for you. Its an impressive decision’, she said looking at me like she was proud 


of me. 

Its nothing impressive. It's just doing the right thing for once." 

"| guess your wife is happy about that." 

"Yeah. She is. We're better now too." 

This was the weirdest feeling ever. | liked this girl, really, | could try to convince myself otherwise, it was 
useless. We were talking about me and she mentioned my wife and | thought about what could have happened 
when we were in Boston. Probably that wouldn't have changed anything to my life now and all the rest but | 
couldn't be sure. | would never know. 

"You probably need to go upstairs to see if Slash made it to his room", she suggested. 

"Yes, he was pretty hammered, but nothing he can't handle", | smiled. "You live close to here?" 

"Not too far. I'll get a cab in front of the hotel. I'm going now." 


"Ok, I'll walk you out", | said. 


| hoped she didn't notice that | was doing my very best to try to prolong the moment. | was painfully aware 
that it was leading nowhere but | enjoyed to be around her. As we walked outside of the hotel, the summer 


heat fell on me. It felt heavy and sticky. The temperature difference between the cool hotel reception area and 
outdoors made it hard to breath for an instant. Maybe it had nothing to do with the heat and it was just 


seeing her leave that was getting at me. 

There were a couple of cabs right there across the street, so she didn't have to wait, my fucking luck 
"It was really cool to see you again. Thanks for dinner, Izzy." 

"No problem. It was a pleasure for me too." 

"Good night", she said. 


She looked around to hail one of the cabs. | didn't want to let her go so | stopped thinking and grabbed her 
wrist as she was moving her arm up to get the cab driver's attention | pulled her into my arms so fast she 
had not time to react. She might have found me stupidly desperate to do that but | didn't care. | planted a kiss 
on her mouth and it just took that nanosecond for my nervous system to transmit to my now very sober and 
alert brain the sensation | got from the contact of her lips. She tastes the same fucking sweet chocolate 
flavor, probably enhanced by the dessert. Actually probably not, it was my imagination. She had a few beers 
after that. Anyway | was dying inside. Fuck me, | couldn't have her and | knew how fucking guilty | would feel 
when | would be back home and would see Annica but right now, | just couldn't stop myself. | could feel she 
was enjoying it, she let her hands run through my hair and on my neck Did she say she had a boyfriend? 
Maybe she just said that to try to discourage Slash. 


Images flashed through my mind as | held her and devoured her mouth. Mainly | recalled when she uncovered 
her back to show me her tattoo. As | thought of that, | moved my hand down her back and slid it under her 
shirt on the small of her back, on the side, right there where the hem of her low rise jeans was reaching. Her 
jeans were a bit too wide so | could even slide my hand inside the waist and | knew | had hit the right spot 
with her inked fox when her eyes smiled at me as we continued to kiss. 

It went way too fast and this time again, she was the one breaking the kiss. She was the voice of reason 


'Izzy.. No.. You have a great life now, enjoy it.. I'm just a fantasy for you." 


Fuck, not again! | couldn't believe she just told me that. Holy shit! | was still holding her in my arms and she let 
me but she hid her head on the side of my neck so | couldn't kiss her again 


"You feel way too real for being just a fantasy, darlin’, | whispered to her as | took her chin in one hand and 


tried to turn her face to make her look at me. 
"Take care", she said. 


She slithered out of my grip and | saw her run toward a cab. | couldn't believe what had just happened. How 


fucking stupid was |? Why was that happening again? Why couldn't | stay away from her? What was | thinking? 


Remembering 


April 1995 


| was sitting in my hotel room in Dublin. We had a gig yesterday, nothing tonight. We would play again 
tomorrow and then we'd be flying back to the US. The other guys had gone out for the evening but | wasn't 
feeling like going with them. They were drinking pretty moderately versus my past years and what | was used 
to see with Slash and Duff still a few years ago, but tonight | didn't see any fun in sitting next to them getting 
drinks in a pub and laughing. 


| knew that if | stayed here by myself | would end up depressed thinking about the divorce. | could cope with 
being depressed, though. It was a familiar feeling. | had signed the papers three weeks ago. It was a good thing 
we had this small UK and Ireland concert series so | could go away for a while. Annica had moved out from 
our house six months ago so | was used to be by myself again since a while but signing the fucking papers 
just made it real and official. She wasn't even at the lawyer's office. She had sent her attorney to represent 
her. She really didn't want to see me anymore. | told her lawyer to let her know | was away for a few weeks, 
if she wanted to come get her last things at home. She didn't want to see me so | didn't want to see her 


either. 


It was hard to believe that we went through those years on the road with all the touring and drug and alcohol 
insanity and managed to stay together and even be in love and now that | had been sober for a few years, 
this was when it didn't work anymore for her, when she decided she wanted to move back to Europe, be close 
to her family and whatever. She was blaming me for wasting precious years together when | was still a junkie. 
She said she made so many sacrifices for me back then that | should now do this for her. But | didn't want to 
move to fucking Sweden. | mean, it was nice for a week or two on holidays but what would have | done there? 
Send my resume and audition for rhythm guitar with Europe? So she had grown bitter and tired of me. | was 
doing my best to try to avoid confrontation and discussions and ended up avoiding her altogether. We had not 
even been sleeping in the same bed for the last few months. When she told me we needed to talk and she 
wanted to divorce, | just nodded and agreed. Hell with all this. Being alone when you live with someone else 


hurts like shit. 


After two hours of brooding about my situation, how it ended up that way - no fucking clue but it happened - 
and what the hell | was supposed to do now - no fucking clue either and couldn't even drink myself into oblivion 
- | eventually decided to join the rest of the guys at the pub down the street. Perhaps they knew I'd change 
my mind as they had let me know which bar they'd be at. | was still not in the mood for being social with 


them but | had gotten a sense of claustrophobia in my room and | needed to walk and get some fresh air. 


As | walked in, | was relieved to see the place was not overly crowded. It was your typical Irish pub decor 

inside and we were all sitting around a few tables towards the back of the venue, surrounded by a cloud of 
cigarette smoke. The waitress was eyeing me suspiciously when she brought to our table the 8th round of 
drinks for my friends, trying local flavors, with Guinness and other beers, and a regular Coke for me. Yeah, 


honey, | was the fucking designated driver tonight. 


There were a lot of Irish music memorabilia hanging around the place, U2 and The Pogues posters and album 
covers under frame, as well as Rory Gallagher, Cranberries and Bob Geldhof LPs on the walls. More originally 
they had a few Virgin Prunes items too. | didn't know the band till Duff introduced me to them when we met in 
the 80's. And of course, Thin Lizzy artwork and pictures. | was not listening to what the others were saying 
and | was scanning around to see who had more items on display, U2 or Thin Lizzy. That was when my eyes 
caught a promotional poster for the release of their album Johny the Fox. The album artwork was shown with 
an orange ginger fox in the middle. For a moment, | was thrown back in time a few years earlier, having dinner 
with the fox tattoo girl and Slash and watching her tease Slash who was hitting on her like crazy, me kissing 
her goodbye in front of our hotel in Nashville before she escaped in a cab, and before that the evening we 
spent in my hotel room in Boston, jamming with her in the music store... Where was she now and what was 
she doing? 


| hadn't realized that | had stood up and walked all the way across the bar to be face to face with that 
promotional poster. | was staring at the fucking promo poster and | almost had a heart attack when Jimmy 
tapped on my shoulder. | woke up from my sleepwalking and turned around towards him. | saw the other guys 


still sitting at the opposite end of the pub, staring at me as well. Jimmy asked me if | was fine. 
"Yeah, sure. Why?," | asked puzzled about why he seemed worried for me. 


"Don't know, Izzy. We're all talking and you just get up, walk and stand up with your face almost against the 
wall looking at this poster like you're hypnotized or something.” 


"| just wanted to see it closer. | knew the album but | had never seen the cover." 


| managed to say that without even thinking about it. | had no idea whether he believed me. From the look on 
his face, he didn't but he didn't reply anything. | had a last look at the fox and went back to sit with Jimmy 


and the others without making other remarks. 


The day after, | woke up late, almost at noon, still numb after a night of dreamless sleep. | left the hotel and 
went to the first record store | could find in downtown Dublin. Since it's Dublin, of course, they had any Thin 
Lizzy records you wanted in any store. | bought the cd version of Johnny the Fox and returned to the hotel. | 
stopped by Charlie's room and asked to borrow his Discman to listen to the cd. That afternoon, back in my 
room, | must have listened fifty times to that same song. | knew the song but | had never really listened to it 
with attention. Its full title is Johnny The fox Meets Jmmy The Weed It was an eerie coincidence that the song 
was about drug dealing. Obviously Harley liked the song before meeting me. She liked it for the music and its 
bluesy funky rhythm, she was not into drugs or dealing. What were the odds that this girl | had seen twice in 
my life would love a song that describes what could have been an average day in my dealer life back IO years 
ago? Maybe it was a sign If | had been clever | should have taken it as a sign to stay away from that girl 
because anything associated with drugs should be bad for me. It was like there was this big blinking neon light 
floating in front of me that read ‘Don't go there and forget her‘. But of course, | was not going to be able to 
stay away. 


That afternoon, | called my manager back in the US. | gave him the last info | had about Harley a few years 
ago, that she was most likely hired to work at that Gibson factory in Tennessee and that she might still work 
there. | asked him to trace her back. 


The day after, | got a call back from my manager. He said he got words that Harley no longer worked at the 
Gibson factory. She was working there till last year but apparently she left because she got another job offer 
from a local guitar-maker in Texas. The person that my manager spoke to at the factory seemed to 


remember it was in Austin. 


Shit. She was gone to Texas, and Austin was not a small city. But | knew her last name since the previous time. 
It couldn't be so hard to find back someone. In the 80's, Axl managed to find me back in Los Angeles without 
even knowing my phone number or where | lived How many small guitar-makers were there in Austin? | put 
my manager on a mission to find where she worked. He told me he knew people from the local music scene 
over there, people working in blues clubs, who knew Jimmy Vaughan and worked with Stevie Ray as well before 
he died. | didn't know if that would help and if any of those guys bought locally crafted instruments but it was 
a start. If all else failed, | could always hire a private investigator. But | would have hated to do that. That 
would have sounded creepy. Basically what | asked my manager to do was just as creepy but it was not 


officially called an investigation, so | felt less bad about finding her back that way. 


| was wondering how she looked now and whether she was still with her boyfriend from Nashville, if she ever 
was with anyone. | still didn't know. She clearly didn't seem to have any second thoughts when we kissed in 
front of the hotel. Well, | clearly did not have any either and | was still happily married, so look who's talking... 
Now | was single again. Oh fuck, no reason to get all worked up about this. | didn't even know if l'd find her 


back. 


Three days later, back home freshly jetlagged from Ireland, | could start to get all worked up. It turned out 
that my manager was not too bad at tracking down people, apparently. Whoever his connections were in Austin, 
they got him the name and address of an Austin guitar-maker who hired last year a talented young woman 
who got great skills and had been trained at the Gibson factory. | did not need them to go and check what her 


hair color was. | had no doubt it was Harley. 


So there | had it, her new work place name and address. | could hop on a plane and fly to Austin, go there but 
then what? Tell her that since | was divorced now, we could go for dinner and then back to my hotel for a 
great fuck ‘cause it was long overdue? Not sure it would be the best approach, especially because | didn't know 
if she was still single or not. Anyway, | could not ignore this. If | had stayed here I'd have gotten more 
depressed. | wanted to go visit her and see what could happen. | had never believed in fate but maybe | was 
starting to. 


Reconnecting 


A week later, after checking in at my hotel in Austin, | got into my rental car and looked for Harley's working 
place. It was not too far from the downtown where | was staying. The hotel staff showed me on the map 


where it was when | showed them the address. 


A short drive later, | pulled up the car in the front parking of a renovated red brick building. It looked like an 
old storage area that had been converted into business space. There were several names on the front door 
sign, among which the one of the guitar-maker. | got in the building. There was a list of the business inside and 
it showed on which floor they were located. The guitar-maker was on the ground floor. | walked pass the 
elevator and followed the hallway that turned left till the right suite number. There was a bell for visitors. | 
rang. | was not sure what I'd tell her if | found her here but it was too late now. | should have thought about 


that earlier on An instant later, a young guy came at the door. 
"Hi. How can | help you?", he asked in a very sleepy voice. 

‘lm looking for Harley Nicks." 

"Sure. Come in’, he said. No questions asked. 


This was not the top-secret Gibson factory style of reception area where they asked for your ID and gave 
you a visitor badge and all that. The guy who opened the door gestured for me to follow him. | passed by a 
couple of empty desks and arrived into an area where it finally looked like a guitar-making workshop. It smelled 
of wood and dust and chemicals. There were a few people working at different stations. The sleepy guy stopped 


and looked like he was thinking hard about the reason why we were here and suddenly remembered. 
"She's at the back working on something, | think I'll tell her you're here." 


| frowned at him but he was already gone. Who was he going to say to her was here? He didn't ask my name. 
Unless he recognized me and he really didn't give a fuck about who | was. That would have been kind of 
refreshing, even if itd hurt a bit. | didn't like to be recognized but you got to admit that you get used to the 
concept of being known. If someone didn't know you, fine, but if they knew who you were and didn't care, it was 


not a compliment. 


| was looking around at the pictures on the wall. | guessed these were some of the guitars they produced here. 
They had nice designs. | would have been tempted to try one while | was waiting but | couldn't seem to be able 
to find a finished guitar in this area. They were probably locked up somewhere else. As my eyes browsed 
around once more, | saw a familiar silhouette and a surprised face walking in from a door at the back of the 


room. 


"lll be damnedl", she said as she arrived next to me with a big smile on. 


| was not sure what went through my mind but | hugged her as | said hi to her. | thought that weirded her 
out a bit. | was not a hugger, | didn't do that for greeting people but | just felt like taking her in my arms and | 
probably hugged her way too long and too much for what was normal in this kind of circumstances. Finally, | 
let her go. 

"What are you doing here?", she asked. 


| could see her eyes sparkle and | liked that. What was | doing here? Good question. What the hell was | 


supposed to say now? | was in the neighborhood? 


"I thought | would catch-up. You know, it's been a while.. Just wanted to check how you were doing in Nashville 


but the people at Gibson said you left a year ago to come here in Austin" 
She nodded, 


"And you found me here, probably checking every independent guitar-makers in town? There are only two, so 
you did not have to look for too long, | guess." 


There were only two? Shit, | could have done it myself then over a week-end without bothering my manager. 


Whatever. 


| noticed the few guys who were in the workshop were staring at us as we were talking. Harley caught my 


discomfort. 
"Let's go in the back", she suggested. 


| let her lead the way and followed her. She took me to a storage area where they kept the wood pieces for 
the guitars. She sat on the desk and | stood in front of her. 


"So how are you?", she asked like it was the only normal question to start this conversation 

"Pretty fine. You?" 

| lied of course. | was not gonna say that | was still licking my wounds from the divorce. Then it would look way 
too obvious why | was here. | looked at the wood stored on the shelves next to me and tried to behave 
casually. 

"Fine as well, pleasantly surprised to see you, as always." 


"Why did you leave Gibson?", | asked her. 


Its a stupid story", she said while looking at the ceiling. 


"Do you wanna have dinner tonight and tell me all about it?" 
"Huh... | guess... Yeah, we can do that." 


She had hesitated. | was not sure if it was good, like she was nervous and excited about the idea, or she was 


not really looking forward to that but had politely accepted. 


| have a customer who's coming to see models in half an hour, so I'm not very free now. Let's meet this 


evening to continue talking. I'll be at your hotel at 100 pm, ok?" 
"Ok. I'm at the Westin downtown" 


| could see that she wanted me to leave now so | was not sticking around too long. She had to work and maybe 


there was something else but | did't know what. I'd have to wait and see how it'd go tonight. 


| was downstairs in the hotel lobby at 6.45 pm. | told myself it was because | didn't want to make her wait but 
it was more because | was impatient. She showed up 5 minutes later. She was wearing a white short-sleeve 
buttoned shirt and a short blue denim skirt with cowboy boots. It was a different style than what | had seen 


her wearing before but it was kind of cute on her. 
"You're trying the local look?", | joked as | looked down at her nice legs. 
"Yes, trying to blend in.. But my accent always gets me busted" 


We went to a small bistro a short walk from the hotel. We got a table and ordered drinks to start. She was 
having a beer and | had water. We toasted to old acquaintances and | tried not to stare too long at her mouth 
when she put the bottle on her lips to drink. She started to tell me her so-called stupid story. It was not that 
stupid, actually. Rather it was a very common sad story. She got offered a real and permanent job position at 
Gibson when her training program was over, just a few months after Slash and | had visited her over there. 
She had taken the job and loved it. She had stayed there almost 3 years. During that time, the boyfriend she 
had when we saw her didn't last. So it turned out he was real, even if short-lived. After him, she had been 
single for a long while but then she had met another guy. After a few months where everything was peachy, 
he started to be a bit too overwhelming and she tried to end the relationship. One evening as they argued 
about her leaving him, he had hit her. That was it for her but she felt like she wouldn't be safe staying in 
that town after they broke up so she looked for another job far away and found this one here, upon 
recommendation of some people she knew at Gibson. 


"So, now, I've been here for a little more than a year. The city is great. | like it very much, " she said while 


she avoided looking at me. 
“But?", | felt there is something else. 


"But I'm not crazy about the job. | mean, its arts and craft but its nothing great and | don't get on too well 


with most of the people at the place either. | loved what | was doing at Gibson. | just did not think much at the 
time, all | wanted was to go away from that place and never see him again. He had a good job in Nashville, | 


knew he would never leave and follow me." 
"I'm sorry to hear what happened." 


"Well, | guess it's nothing terrible or so dramatic. | wasn't hurt or beaten up.. But who knows, if | had stayed.. 
Though | would have never stayed with him." 


She took another long sip at her beer. | watched her lips brush against the tip of the bottle when she put it 
to her mouth. Lucky bottle. She looked at me with an inquisitive expression. 


"What about you? Are you going to tell me what happened in the last few years? Quite a few changes, | 


guess?" 

"You mean since | left the band?", | checked with her. 

She tilted her head on the side and pointed her index finger at my hand" 
"Yes, that, and also why you don't wear your ring anymore” 


So she had noticed My turn to tell my story. | was sure she had read in the press about why | left Gnk. 
Mostly bullshit. | told her my side of the story and what happened, what | went through with Axl, the 
management, and why | decided | wasn't ready to take it anymore. Then fast forward to a couple of months 
ago, when | divorced. | didn't want to give too many details. | still felt like crap about this. | loved my wife. It 
just didn't work anymore and | didn't know why my wife changed so much over this last year. | didn't feel | 
changed. | changed way before and we were still happy then | simply told Harley that we ended up wanting 
different things in life and it wasn't working anymore. What else could | say? 


After dinner, we strolled around downtown Austin. It was lively with many bars and music joints. We walked in 
a few to see and hear bands playing. It was a laid back atmosphere, mainly people playing for fun, not 
professionals, and a lot of students hanging around. | liked the vibe of the city and the not-taking-oneself-too- 
seriously trend that seemed to linger around the area. 


Harley told me she got herself a great guitar right before leaving the factory. She had spent a number of 
paychecks on it, in order to get herself something nice from the custom shop. She asked me if | wanted to 
come by her place to see it. | wondered if this was just an excuse to invite me to her place or if she simply 
wanted to show me the guitar. Maybe both, actually, and my musician curiosity couldn't resist, of course, so | 
said yes and we walked a little more, away from the main streets till we arrived at her apartment. She lived 


quite close to downtown but this city center and it surroundings seemed less toxic than LA's. 


Enjoying 
Her apartment was small but cozy. She had a lot of books and records, as well as CDs. She also had weird 


colorful abstract art work on the walls. 
"That's my baby", she said proudly, opening the guitar case that was lying on the floor next to her couch. 


| knelt down and took a closer look at the Les Paul in the case. It was pretty awesome, | had to admit. | was all 
for understatement and my own instruments were not flashy looking but her custom design was striking. The 
guitar body had this fiery red orange flamed color that faded into sunset amber towards the middle. You could 
still see the wavy wood grain pattern under the lacquer work. Pickup configuration was pretty standard but it 
was the one that worked The fret board was encrusted with mother of pearl details. At first, | was not sure | 
saw what they were, then looking from a little distance, | saw these were animal paw prints and further down 


the silhouette of a fox. It made me smile. She did have her own signature logo going on there. 

"Looks very fine.. Just like you", | said keeping my eyes and my hands on the guitar. 

She had three other guitars, all on the other side of the room. A very old and beaten-up Strat, which she told 
me she kept for sentimental reason as it was her first guitar but did not play it often, a nice acoustic 
Takamine and a newer Strat with the odd light blue color. 

She went to the kitchen to get us drinks. She had prepared home-made ice tea this afternoon. 

While she was doing that, | plugged the custom Les Paul in a small amp that was close-by and sat on a small 
bench opposite the couch, close to the chimney wall. Coming back from the kitchen, she put the glasses on the 


coffee table in front of us. She approached next to where | was sitting and playing. 


"You changed your hair color since last time | saw you", she mentioned while running her fingers through my 


shorter hair. 

| struggled to hide the shivers | got from the contact of her hand but | kept my cool. 

‘lm not dying them black, that's all." 

"Was that just a GnR thing?" 

| never thought about it much actually. Over the course of the last few years, | had cut my hair a few times, 
stopped dying them, got dreads, cut the dreads. | was just going with whatever | wanted. No specific image to 
maintain as it was the case with the band. | knew Axl and the management were picky about that kind of 


things so perhaps | was unconsciously compensating for a few years of self-imposed style rut. 


"Don't know, maybe.. | didn't want to bother anymore. | guess I'm getting lazy as l'm growing old", | answered 


with a smirk. 

"So how very old you are you now anyway?" 

"33" 

"Its not that old", she reassured me taking a sip of her tea. 

| smiled at her and continued to play to distract myself. | had no idea what was in store for tonight now that 
we were here. It was odd but not uncomfortable, just a bit strange. The first times we met, | wasn't available. 
She was single in Boston. She had someone when we met again in Nashville. Now | was divorced and she was 
single again She invited me to her place but | was not sure what she wanted from me, or rather if she 
wanted anything from me besides talking guitars. | guess | had had too much time to think about spending the 
evening with her today and it was probably the same for her. It was not as spontaneous as the other times 
and | felt fucking depressed in general these days, so | was wondering why she would even be interested in me 
as a hook-up. | was no longer in a band, | had lost a lot of weight since the last few months and | looked 
scrawny, almost as bad as in my glorious days as a junkie. 

"| like your natural hair color too", she said. 


"Not as striking as yours", | replied. 


| meant it. Her hair was gorgeous. It was almost silvery white, the kind of shades all bleached blond girls 


dreamed of but never managed to get. | saw she sat next to me on the bench and | felt her gaze on me. 
"You're not gonna try to kiss me this time?" 
| had to look at her now. She was biting her bottom lip, waiting for what I'm going to say or do. 


"Not sure it's a good idea. The last two times, you stopped me. | think | learnt my lessons", | told her with a 


small grin. 
"You know why | did that. Now, it's different" 


She moved a little closer on the bench till one of her knees touches my leg. | looked back down at the guitar 


and started playing the main riff of Johnny the Fox. 
"You remember about that song?", she sounded surprised. 
"Yes, that's kind of why l'm here." 


She frowned at me, not understanding, | realized | hadn't told her about my visit to Ireland and seeing the Thin 
Lizzy album cover with the fox in the pub. | decided against telling her the story now. | didn't want to talk too 


much. | believed she didn't want to talk either as she rested her hand behind my neck and slowly pulled me 
closer to her, being careful not to block my right arm and hand so | could continue to play. | wanted this badly 
too but | honestly could not take a third escape from her leaving me hanging there if we started. 


"Promise me you won't run away this time if | start kissing you", | said while | was still playing and resisting 
her pull. 


"Where do you want me to go? I'm home", she laughed. 

She had a point but still, women could be resourceful. You never know. 

"You could lock yourself in the bathroom or something like that" 

"| promise | won't lock myself in any room", she said very seriously, hoping she had convinced me. 

And this time she started it. She pressed her lips against mine and tilted her head on one side, slowly trying to 
work her way into my mouth. | was trying to hold off and think about what | was playing to make it last 
longer. My teasing didn’t last long though and somehow | gave in to her when | felt her tongue prodding my lips 
with more insistence. | kissed back more strongly, savoring her once again, the same chocolate hints from her 
lips dancing on my mouth and my tongue. | was kissing her in sync with the rhythm of the song | was still 
playing. | hadn't noticed at first but she had. 

"Very impressive’, she whispered against my mouth before kissing me back. 

"What?" 

"A guy who can do two things at the same time..", she joked. "Kissing and playing.” 

"| can also sing and play", | feld obliged to add. 

“True.. Anything else for which you can use both your hands and your mouth at the same time?" 

"Wanna find out?" 

She didn't reply. Instead she kissed me again If | ever had doubts about what she wanted to happen tonight, 
they all vanished at once. Still | wasn't sure why and what she could see in me but at this point, | didn't really 
care. | knew | had wanted her since we had met the first time in Boston and if she was up for it tonight for 
whatever strange reason, | wasn't going to miss my chance. 

| finally put the Les Paul aside carefully and concentrated on the moment, taking her in my arms. | could do 
two things at the same time alright but | didn't want to now. | just wanted to drown in her presence. Her 


mouth trailed away from mine to my jaw line and the side of my neck. | let her do but at the same time | 


stood up and took her with me, letting my hands slide down her back and up again, squeezing her against me 


tight. 


My hands traveled down a bit more, towards the small of her back where the curve of her ass started. | 
brushed over the denim of her skirt. She was not wearing pants this time. | smiled as | continued to kiss her 
neck and a soft spot right below her ear, being careful not to rip off her earring. My hands swiftly slid down 
and then up under her skirt. She shuddered in my arms when she felt the contact of my hands on the back of 
her naked thighs. | let them glide up to the curves of her round butt cheeks. | touched the sheer fabric of 
her panties, not a thong but not covering much either. She must have noticed how hard | was as she was 
pressed against me, one of her leg pushing on my crotch and her hands traveling under my shirt on my side 


and over my back. 


She took a few steps backwards and | followed, not giving her any opportunity to break the embrace. There 
was only one small corridor leading out of her living room to what | expected was her bedroom. No need to 


say anything. We both knew where this was going. 


| had imagined her naked more than once. That night in Nashville, when she told me she was a fantasy before 
fleeing, she was right. | plead guilty for having thought about her many times by myself or even when things 
were still good with my wife. | thought of her when | was banging Annica. It was kind of cheating but not really 
and it would really turn me on It's always what you can't have that strikes your fancy. At least that was 


working for me. Maybe now that | was going to fuck her, my mind would stop tormenting me. 


A few minutes later, clothes were off and we were lying on her bed on our sides, facing each other, her 
platinum hair and white skin contrasting beautifully with her navy blue sheets. | could finally enjoy seeing her 
with nothing on but her fox tattoo. | let my left hand run down the side of her body to the inked animal's tails 
that curled over towards the front of her hip. 


"What do you like?", she asked me with a shy smile. 

"Am an easy kind of guy.. Everything and anything you'll want and let me do.." 

| rolled her on her belly and hovered on top of her, moving my face down to her tattoo. | was going to take all 
my time to admire it. | kissed her there on that spot, over and over, while my hands slowly made their ways 


up between her legs and | could hear her breathing getting heavier. This was a good start and now | was sure 


she was not going anywhere. 


Losing 
Chapter 4 - Losing 


The following day, she had to go to work but she made it a short day and we managed to spend a long evening 
and the night together. | had not bought any return plane ticket because | did not know what would happen 


here. If | hadn't found her or she didn't want to see me, | would have flown back the same day | had arrived. 


| had been in Austin for three days but | had to go back home. Before leaving to go to the airport, | gave 
Harley the name and details of my manager, Dave, and also my phone number at home. If she wanted to get in 
touch, either way would work, and Dave was a good bet if | was traveling or away recording or something else. 
She gave me her phone number too and promised to send me her new contact details if she changed job and 


moved again somewhere else. | didn't want to lose track of her this time. 


A few weeks after my trip to Texas, | was home working on my new album. | had quite a lot of material 

recorded from a year ago, rough takes with no arrangements done to them but good things to start with. | 
had stopped working on most of that when | was in the last months of discussions with the divorce because 
my mind couldn't cope with doing both things. The UK and Ireland mini-tour had put things on hold for a few 
more weeks. Then | had tracked back Harley and gone to visit her, so | hadn't gone back to work properly on 


my songs since a few months. 


| was feeling fucking inspired. | knew why of course. | just didn't want to jinx anything so | wouldn't really admit 
it. | didn't want to rush anything either. Three dates in six years with this girl, that was a world record, | 
believe. | guess it was ridiculous to try considering whether we might be going too slow. She said she was 
considering looking for a job elsewhere, so she might move again. She also wanted to take her time. Maybe it 
was my fault, | got her used to see me once in a blue moon only but | didn't mind though. At this point in my 
life, | did not want anything complicated or long-term or whatever. | had had a great week-end with her and 
that was all that mattered. We agreed we would reach out to each other when we'd like. I'd probably do that 
when the album would be over and mixed. | could go there again and spend the week-end with her. We could 


drive to East Texas. | had never been in that part of the country. That'd be cool. 


It was all nice and fine till that goddamn Monday morning, about a month after | had seen her. | got a call from 


my manager at 10.00 am. Very unlike him. Dave never started working before noon. 
"Hi Izzy, are you home today?" 
"Huh... Yeah. Why?" 


"| need to pass by to talk and give you something. | got contacted by someone. | think its best if | come by and 


explain it To you in person" 


"Oh shit. Some old Guns lawsuits have been revived? Axl is in a bad mood again?", | inquired already dreading to 


have to talk to my and other people's lawyers. 

"No, nothing like that. I'll tell you when I'm there. I'll be at your place in the afternoon, ok?" 

"Sure. You're not going to give me any more heads-up? The suspense is gonna kill me, you know?" 

| heard silence on the end of the line. 

"Dave?" 

"Yes, I'm here. We'll talk later. Bye." 

| put the phone down and wondered what this was about. At least | was relieved it was no new Guns legal crap. 
It could still be some past old stuff though. Dave was my manager since | had left the band four years ago. He 
was a good guy and not a drama queen and he hated driving around so knowing that he lived more than one 
hour away from me, it meant it was serious if he couldn't email or fax me whatever it was or tell me about 


it over the phone. 


| decided not to worry about what he had to announce and went to my home studio to continue where | had 


left the night before. 


Mid-afternoon, | heard the doorbell. | opened and saw Dave. He looked pale as a ghost. Not a good start. | told 


him to come in and took him to the living room. 


"Since you're here", | started, "| can make you listen to some of the things I've put together. | think I'll be 


recording in a few weeks. Ill go back to the studio | used for the last album, you remember?" 
| tried to lighten the mood a little but wasn't sure it was working 

"Yes", he nodded. "That's great news. We'll arrange for that 

Dave sat on the couch. He had a bunch of papers in his hands. 

"You want something to drink?", | asked him 

"No, well, yes. A glass of water.” 


He definitely looked nervous and he started to make me nervous too. | went in the kitchen and brought him 


back a glass of water and poured myself a big mug of coffee on the way back. 
"Ok, so what's this all about?", | said sounding vaguely concerned. 


"| got contacted by a lawyer", he started. 


"Shit, Dave. You just fold me this morning it's not a legal issue!" 

| could feel | was losing patience already, 

"Hts not like that, Izzy. It was the Nicks family lawyer’, he continued 

"Whose lawyer?" | inquired, not connecting the dots 

"The family, well, the parents of Harley, Harley Nicks, the girl you asked me to find a couple of months ago. 


Oh. Harley, yes. And? .. What the fuck? Why would her parents’ lawyer have contacted me, or rather 


contacted my manager? Dave looked at me but didn't say anything else. 
"That's not good news, is it? What the fuck is this about, Dave?" 


Now | was thinking about it, how did they even know how to contact me? | had given Dave's details to Harley 
and also my phone but why would she have passed them to her parent's lawyer? | could feel something fucked 


up lurking somewhere. 


"IFs nothing like what you think, it's..", he paused and | could see him looking at the papers and then back at me 
and then at the papers again. 


"She's gone, Izzy. Her parents’ lawyer contacted me because you're in her last will and he's the one executing 


it. 'm sorry." 

At that moment, | was sitting there and looking at Dave and | could see he had started talking to me again but 
| couldn't hear him. All | could hear was the sound of the coffee mug which | dropped and that fell and 
shattered on the tiles of my living room floor, coffee splashing all over my shoes. 

A moment later, the sound came back on Dave's side and | heard him trying to say something but struggling. 
"I'm not sure what you had with her, | mean.. | know you said you were in Texas last month, so | guess you 
saw her after you asked me to find her. I'm really sorry. Shit, | don't know what else to say, Izzy. I've never 


had to announce anything like this to someone." 


| stood up and walked outside. | was struggling to find something to say or do or to even comprehend the 
situation. 


After what seemed to be a long while, Dave came out in the garden where | was still standing looking at 


nothing straight ahead of me. 


| have papers for you. They come from the lawyer. You can call him yourself or | can do some of this, if you 


prefer. Let me know, ok? | can also ask your lawyer to have a look at that. The parents said the funeral is 


Thursday, in case you wanted to know. Just call me, alright? | think | should leave you now." 


That afternoon must have been the longest of my life, like if time froze when Dave announced me she was 
dead. There was something surreal to the situation and | couldn't understand what | was feeling or why | felt 
the way | did. | did not really know her. | was infatuated a little, for sure, but was it anything else? | knew 
about people that had died around us since | had arrived in LA. Drug overdoses and other rock n roll casualties 
were not so rare but it was not people | was close to, people | cared for. | don't know if | was close to Harley. 
Did | care for her? Well, obviously, but as what? Fuck, | had her in my arms a few weeks ago. | had spent a 
memorable week-end and two nights of kissing and caressing and fucking with her. She had cured my 
depressive state of mind just by the way she whispered to me and cried my name when | made her come. She 
had made me feel good about myself again. Images of Harley on her bed under me popped up in my mind. | 
couldn't imagine that same beautiful girl lying in a coffin 


Later on that week, on Wednesday afternoon, | was sitting on a plane to Boston | stayed at the same hotel 
than when | met her back in 1989. | attended the cremation and memorial service that her parents had 
arranged. There were not too many people, mainly her family and some friends. | had received the details of 
the lawyer's office and he was seeing me after the ceremony for her last will. Her parents were at the 
lawyer's office as well. They told me that she had a heart condition since she was a kid. She was taking 
medication for that and it was under control. She never had any issues with it or her treatment. A month ago, 
probably right after | had visited her, she got an infection and it spread to her heart and worsened her 
condition. She got hospitalized and became very sick in no time. The doctors diagnosed other problems linked to 
the infection They needed to operate on her heart but her overall condition was way too weak to sustain a 
few hours of open-heart surgery so they had to wait till she would get better. Her parents told me they 
were upset when she asked them to write her will, just in case. But they did arrange for that while she was in 
hospital because she insisted several times. She didn't get better and her heart failed a few days after that. 
She died the day after her birthday, she had just turned 21. 


The last will reading didn't take long. She had left me her custom Les Paul. The other 3 guitars she had, she 
had asked they'd be donated to a music school in her old neighborhood in Boston 


The Friday after the funeral, | flew back to California with a fucking awesome Gibson guitar as carry-on and a 
big hole in my heart. 


